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chapter one 


1988 


You know when you're in your teens or early twenties and you think you know it all, and that you can handle it 
all? Whatever comes your way? | could remember that feeling, and at 2b years old it was still there, 


sometimes. But more and more it was slipping away. 


| had gone to Izzy's hotel room for something, | didn't even remember what it was, something to do with one 
of our upcoming shows. We were going to open for The Rolling Stones, for christs sake, shit was getting real. 
This was what we had wanted, and what only | really believed we could have. But | knew it, | could feel it in 
those rehearsals, | knew how good we were and how good we could be, and he hadn't answered the door but at 


least he left it unlocked. 


"Fuck, Izzy," | said, feeling fear and adrenaline shoot into my bloodstream, sharpening my senses. | could see and 
hear everything, every little thing. | could hear the roar of the traffic outside, over the roar of the air 

conditioner. | felt the thick carpet beneath my knees, through my jeans, | saw the gold and pink wall paper, the 
intricate patterns of little flowers intertwined with green leaves, and | heard Izzy's ragged breathing and | saw 
how his eyes were rolled back. His breathing was ragged, but slow. Barely there slow. | saw the works that had 


fallen to the floor next to him, the drops of blood in the carpet, little drops from the needle. How much had he 


taken? There was no way to know, but | saw the fresh track marks in his arm. 


What if | hadn't come here? He could have overdosed and died in here, and he might still die. That's what it 
was like being in a band full of junkies and alcoholics, although the alcohol use by Duff and Slash wasn't as dire 
yet as the heroin. I'd given it up. | mean, yeah, | used to do my share of heroin and | fucking loved it, man. 
That sweet oblivion, being carried away on that wave of pleasure, that feeling where, for once, things seemed 
okay. All the fucked up things from my life and all the pain, the pain | still felt, always felt, just that pain of 
simply being alive, heroin alleviated that. | understood that. But we had a band, we had goals, and you couldn't 
reach those goals shooting up all the time, being high all the time. At a certain point the partying had to end 
and the work had to begin, but | thought | was the only one who understood that. 


‘Izzy, c'mon, " | said, shaking him, getting no response, and his breathing was getting slower. | leaned over his 


chest to see if | could hear his heartbeat. It was there, slow, but there. 


| stood up, looking for the phone, then | remembered to turn him on his side so he wouldn't vomit and aspirate 


on it. Quickly, and not that gently, | turned him to his side. 


| saw the phone, it was on the nightstand next to the bed, and | went to it and called All, closing my eyes while 
| recited the hotel and the room number for them, hoping Izzy would still be alive by the time they showed 


up. 


| waited in the ER waiting room for them to finish with him, to fix it. | was slid down in one of the hard 
wooden chairs, my legs stretched out and crossed at the ankles. A headache had started at both temples and 
it spread and consumed my entire head, and it just throbbed Maybe it was the after-effects of all that 
adrenaline. | needed Izzy, he was my childhood friend, he was my anchor in LA. he was an important part of 
the band. | needed all of them, but they were all drug addicts, they were all junkies and users. | was going to 
lose them all. 


| scowled, thinking about it. | was going to lose them all. | couldn't stop them, or change them. How do you stop 
a fucking drug addict? You don't, that's how. | just couldn't understand why they all weren't as driven as | was. 


This shit was good, we were good, we could be great if they could keep it together. 


"Hey, Axl," Izzy said, seeming to materialize in front of me. | was glad they didn't admit him. It was just an 
overdose, these ER's saw it all the time. 


"Hey," | said, feeling the steel pounding of my headache. | wanted to go to some dark room and sleep until the 


pounding in my head went away. 


"Sorry," he said, looking sheepish, and pale, with dark circles under his eyes. 


"Whatever," | said, standing up, getting ready to go with him, thinking about his offhand apology. It wasn't okay, 
but | didn't know what to do about it yet. 


